FEET OF CLAY

of wine-dregs and across half of her forehead on the same side had
appeared suddenly a close, thick network of violet veins, as if the veins
of a leaf, stripped by autumn, had suddenly become stuck there.
"It can't be helped/3 thought Simon, "it was bound to be she or I!"

VII

Commandant Gilon, his hat on his knees, his fat thighs crossed over
the edge of a too-low chair upholstered in white satin, followed Sylvaine
Dual with unhappy eyes as she moved about the room.

Honorary Squadron Commander, ex-Dragoon and aide-de-camp
to General de La Monnerie, he had left the army soon after the retire-
ment of his chief and had settled in his manor house of Montprely,
where his happiest times were spent hunting with the Mauglaives pack.
Charles Gilon was one of those bachelors who grow old before their
time, whose selfishness is the basis of their character, but whom idle-
ness, vanity, the need to be "in the swim," a taste for patronage and
a delight in recounting the ingratitude of people to whom they have
rendered services, continually impel to interfere in the complications
of other people's lives. These are the people who are generally seconds
in duels, and who are always given the duty of announcing deaths
and the breaking off of love-affairs.

Sylvaine Dual, her bare arms emerging from a green silk dressing-
gown with an angry gesture, cried, "Oh, yes, that's simply splendid!"
She clapped her hands to her forehead. "The great warrior hasn't
even the courage to come himself!"

She laughed contemptuously and went on striding up and down the
room, between the window and the glass-fronted cupboard, from the
cupboard to the window. Her red hair, worn in a sort of circular halo,
polished, blazing, elaborately dressed, scintillated like copper shavings
shaken in sunlight. Her deep-set green eyes glowed.

Sylvaine was twenty-five. Two tiny little wrinkles, delicate as swans-
down, starred the corners of her eyelids, but would not grow really
deep for some years yet; they had merely reserved their places for the
future.

"At bottom, and you know it," said Gilon, "Gabriel is a very decent
fellow; it hurts him as much as it does you ..."

He felt that he had run out of arguments, that he was getting lost
in a maze of utter banality, and wondered how he could proceed to
the conclusion of his mission.

"What the hell did I get mixed up in this for?" he kept thinking.

A clumsy diplomat at any time, Gilon was now somewhat disturbed

by Sylvaine's physical appearance, by the smoothness of her warm, firm

iesh as it moulded the dressing-gown and was revealed in an occasional

glimpse, by her long slender legs which he saw reflected in flashes in
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